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Vegas sprawls in the desert dark- the ’famous Strip ’ where ‘'l' 

a jeweled lady of the lion visitors search for pleasure 
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will see Miss Secretary, a prim 
and proper looking young lady 
who is visiting Sodom with her 
wealthy boss. He wants her to 
have a good time, and since he’s 
found himself a girl (shhh, don’t 
tell his wife) he is quite anxious 
to unload Miss Secretary on any- 
one who’ll take her. 

Usually she can be found sit- 
ting next to the motel pool, warm- 
ing her pretty legs in the heat of 
the desert sun. With only a little 
encouragement she is ready to 
forget morals, mother, and ma- 
trimony, and spend the night with 
.you. Don’t expect her to meet you 
“he next day unless you’ve real- 
ly. Turned on the old charm, how- 
ever, because she feels a bit guilty 
and she doesn’t want you to get 
to know who she really is. What 

. ]itt j e fu[]j 


United States, hordes of wealthy strangers around the tablespften 
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Divorcees in Las Vegas are nu- 
merous. Many have come to spend 
the cash settlements they have 
received from a recently aban- 
doned husband. Like almost all 
newly divorced women, they are 
looking for romance, and they 
are likely to flash around a few 
big bills to make you think they 
are rolling in green stuff. Don't 
be fooled by this technique, how- 
ever, because more often than not, 


they \ 


with enough money to pay their 
next month's rent. While you 
frolic with them, you'll find that 
they can be good company, if only 


ly hubby treated them long 
enough to have some real fun. 

If you are taking a pretty 
young secretary to supper, but 
don't want to spend a fortune, 
she'll appreciate the Golden Nug- 
get Restaurant, located inside the 
Golden Nugget Gambling Hall. 
Underneath the glitter of huge 
chandeliers made of genuine crys- 
tal, you can walk her across the 
marble floors to the $100,000 
mahogany bar. The change girls 
and waitresses will swarm around 
you clad in scanty cowgirl cos- 


tumes, and you will fancy your- 
self being in the heart of the Old 
West in the boomtown era. 

Make sure you’ve read a copy 
cj£,.the Las Vegas Show Sheet so 
uiat you’ll know where to take 
her at midnight after a late sup- 
per. Or, of you prefer, you may 
take her to the Dinner Show 
which usually starts at 8:15 p.m. 
but be prepared to pay from $7 
to $10 for the meal. If you are 
going to The Strip, reservations 
are definitely in order. The Mid- 
night Show usually requires a $4 
to $6 (Continued on Page 



From time immemorial almost every living male ha 

„ , , x fantasy that only propriety, lack of cash, or fern- ofpunishment 

or ridicule has kept him from acting out. Finally, for those to whom monev 
is no object there is a place where the most precious fantasies, no matter 
now way-out, can be realized without danger of resistance 
The island of Tauros, one of the 10,000 islands that dot the Aegean 
BiL the c . oast of ? reec ?,' is ownf ‘ d lock stock and barrel by a wealthy Italian 
film producer, who calls himself, for obvious reasons, simplv Mr P Since 
ordinary prostitutes would generally not fulfill the desires of Mr. P.'s 
guests, who usually despise anything smacking of the commercialism 
of the ordinary prostitute-john transaction, Mr. P. recruits his girls from 
the ranks of those aspiring actresses who are willing to do literally any- 
thing for a chance to break into movies. 

. volubility about his everyday world, where publicity 

is his lifeblood, Mr. P. is almost painfully shy about Tauros. 

'You can imagine the misunderstandings and difficulties that would 
occur if word of the activities on Tauros were to leak out to those who are 
not prepared to accept the philosophy that nothing done by human beings 
c«n truly be called perverse,” Mr. P. said as he sipped an aperitif in a 


sidewalk cafe in Rome. 

After much urging, Mr. P. reluctantly agr< 
a visit to Tauros, provided he keep his identit 


1 to allow 



MY SISTER 
IS 

LAYING 

IN THE AISLE- 

WE HOPE SHE'S MARRIED 


When a beautiful chick like Angelina has three lough brothers 
who are ready to tear apart the first guy who does her wrong , 
there’s only one good solution to the problem. . . . 



■ Just thinking about Angelina was 
enough to send Barry’s temperature 
soaring. From the top of her head 
with its cascades of thick, black hair 
to the tips of her size-five feet, she was 
everything Barry could want in a 
woman. But it was what lay in between 
that really set Barry olT. Angelina had 
the face of an angel and a body that 
was calculated to bring out the devil in 
any man. Barry had been dating her 
for six months now, and he was no 
closer to getting her into bed than he 
had been the first day he’d met her 

It wasn’t for lack of trying on 
Barry's part that Angelina was still 
virginal. She was very nice about it, 
but very firm. “No ring, no hanky- 
panky." 

Added to the fact of Angelina's 
resistance were her three brothers, 
Pete, Mike, and Joe. Pete and Mike 
were burly longshoremen, capable of 
breaking any guy who got fresh with 
Angelina into little pieces with their 
bare hands. But Joe, the oldest, was 
the one who really put fear into Bar- 
ry’s heart. Joe made no bones about 
his connections with the “boys." 

Every time Barry came to call on 
Angelina, Joe managed to drive up in 
his big limousine, a hard-eyed chauf- 
feur at the wheel. 


“Whaddaya fooling around with this 
creep?" Joe had said to Angelina the 
first time he’d met Barry. 

Angie had explained to Joe that 
Barry was a very nice, respectable 
young man and that she liked him. 

Joe had never bothered to cofeal 
the contempt he felt for Barry and 
Barry believed him when, one night 
while Angelina was getting dressed 


told Barry, “Any guy who steps out 
of line with my sister is going to 
find himself at the bottom of the 

Still, the sight of Angelina’s 
full breasts, threatening to pop 
out of the top of the tight-fitting 
dresses she wore, was enough to 
drive Barry nearly out of his 
mind, and make • him almost 
willing to take a chance with 


Joe. 

As he sat in tl 
room of Angelina’ 
in a section ol tut 
Village that had not 
yet been invaded by 
the hippies and 
artists, Barry look- 
ed around at the 
( Continued on 
Page 59) 








■ There was a time, not too long ago, when private 
cruises were restricted to a small group — millionaires. 
They’d sail their yachts, traveling with just a few of 
their friends, leaving the rest of us to find our vacation 
pleasures elsewhere. 

For those who wanted to spend their one or two 
weeks away from the job on the high seas, there was 
always the luxury liner cruise, but often the cost of 
the trip— and the timing of departure — didn’t quite fit 
in with vacation schedules and budgets. 

And there were other disadvantages too. Those who 
elected to spend their vacations cruising to a warmer 
climate and, even more important, “getting away from 
it all,” often found themselves in exactly the same 
situation they could have expected at a resort hotel, 
and in some ways at the office. 

Every minute of the day was planned out by a 
social director. The ship's itinerary was planned well 
in advance, and there was no time to linger at places 
that the individual found particularly interesting. Con- 
sequently, there was no chance of getting away from 
a spot he felt unappealing. And, perhaps worst of all, 
the “romantic moonlit nights” so highly touted in the 
travel folders were used for dinner dances and nothing 
more. If you and your dancing partner decided to set 
out for more private activity, the shared stateroom 
posed insurmountable problems. 

It was only a matter of time till somebody did some- 
thing about the situation, and at last someday has. In 
the past few years a new type of “on the seas” vacation 
has become increasingly popular, bringing the private 
cruise pleasures of millionaires down to a popular price 
level within the reach of guys and girls of average 
income. It’s the private pleasure cruise, and it’s for 
swingers only ! 

Like the yachts and the ships, the private boats 
can be chartered — and charted — for pleasure. Some 
are cabin cruisers — others are yachts and schooners. 
They sail from all of America’s major ports, for lengths 
of time and to destinations governed only by the 
renter’s imaginations and wallet. 

Depending on size, the boats can accommodate be- 
tween four and as many as forty people. This allows 
the cost to be shared, bringing it down considerably. 
It is possible for six people to enjoy a seven day cruise 
for as little as $75 per person — less than the price of 
the same length of time at one of the singles-only 
resorts. 

The cruises can be planned according to individual 
taste. You may decide that you want to go somewhere 
where the fishing is good, to a resort area where you 
can anchor the boat off the beach and take a launch 
to spend your days swimming and sunning, or you can 
merely decide to go out (Continued on Page 63) 


CHARTERED 

FOR 

PLEASURE 

JVctrcst Vacation 
Kick For 
Stringers Only 

Tired of singles resorts 
and planned sightseeing 
tours? There’s a new 
kind of adventure on the 
high seas— ’69 style . . . . 



by Adam Granit 


When the girl from S.T.R.I.P. is invited to 
the S.T.U.D. Farm, something— or somebody— 
has to give. . . . 

■ It was another dark day at S.T.U.D. headquarters — when the electric company said 
that they were going to turn the juice off for non-payment, they meant they were going to 
turn the juice off. 

Maxwell Dumb, Ilya Darling, and S.T.U.D. secretary Marilyn Might sat around the 
conference table, secretly located in the conference room. 

“Well,” Ilya said, “S.T.U.D. is in serious trouble.” 

“You can say that again,” Marilyn added. “There hasn’t been a real man around here in 
I don’t know how long.” 

“Now Miss Might,” Maxwell said. “You know that the Society To Undermine Democracy 
has the best, most virile agents in the world — Ilya and myself.” 

“But there is just one thing we don’t have — a way to stop her,” Ilya said. 

“Her?” 

“Their secret agent — the girl from S.T.R.I.P. I’m talking about Cherry Willing.” 

“Cherry Willing?” Marilyn asked. “Why do they call her that? Is she really — ” 

“I don’t think so,” Maxwell said, “but she certainly is willing.” 

“And even worse,” Ilya said, “she ’s a troublemaker. Here we -bre, just two guys from 
Brooklyn trying to make it with our own little secret agency, and every time we get a 
case, she comes in and ruins it. I can’t stand it any more ! Cherry Willing is driving us 
bankrupt!” 

For the next few minutes, Maxwell and Ilya reviewed the facts — the case history of 
Cherry. More successful than the girl from UNCLE, more clever than the man from 
AUNTIE, and — yes — even more sexy than Barbara Feldon, Cherry was known in the 
business as the girl most likely. 

Whenever the mission seemed impossible, she came in and — bang! Sometimes she even 
solved the case. And in the case of S.T.U.D., she’d outdone herself. She’d managed to thwart 
S.T.U.D.’s plans to put a stripper inside the cake served at a formal White House dinner 
for the prince of Litvakia, thereby averting an international incident. 

She’d foiled S.T.U.D.’s attempt to pipe laughing gas into a meeting of the U. N. Security 
Council, instead leaving Maxwell and Ilya with gas pains for months. In short, Cherry had 
made a mess of S.T.U.D.’s entire operation, and now the time had come for her to be 
reckoned with. 

‘‘I reckon she has a secret weapon,” Maxwell said. ( Continued on Page m) 
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Marsha also keeps a 
collection of exercise 
equipment in her pad, 
and uses it everyday. 

A slantboard is 
wonderful for improv- 
ing a girl’s circula- 
tion,’’ she says. “And 
I also like to work out 
with barbells.” Still, 
she has other interests 
besides physical fitness 
because she wants to be 
an interesting person. 
She likes folk singing 
and can play the gui- 
tar to accompany her- 
self. “It’s always been 
my goal to be a well- 
rounded personality," 
Marsha explained. We 



“You just do it and you don’t talk about it!” 
says Paul Newman, 

Hollywood’s most complicated sextgod. 

■ “I was actually born the son of a poor Indian renegade,” actor Paul Newman en- 
joys telling newspaper interviewers and would-be biographers. “My mother was a poor, 
invalid lady. I had to read poetry to her by the hour. When I was 17, 1 ran away from 
home and became a merchant seaman aboard an Iranian tuna fisher. Got laid at the 
age of 14 by a young Eskimo girl— which is why I’ve always had such a fond feeling 
for Eskimo pies ever since.” 

At this point in the interview the reporter usually doubles over with self-conscious 
laughter, but the unruffled Mr. Newman continues casually, “Soon I learned the trick 
of double parking in front of whorehouses. Never got a ticket. Subsequently, I became 
a lumberjack, a driver of nitroglycerin, an admirer of Brigitte Bardot, and one of the 
great popcorn cookers in the business. I did my first acting work as a narrator in car- 
toons, playing Dumpy in Snow White andthe Seven Dwarfs. After that, my career 
blossomed and I graduated to porno pix. There are some of those floating around that 
my wife doesn’t know about.” 

The interview concluded, Paul Newman now quietly informs the flabbergasted re- 
porter that everything he has just said was pure fiction— a complete beautiful lie. The 
interviewer, who doesn’t know whether he should feel put-on or put-out, quickly gath- 
ers up his useless pile of notes and beats a hasty retreat for the nearest bar or taxi- 
cab. Paul Newman takes special pride in his tongue-in-check knack of totally confusing 
the Hollywood journalistic corps. He detests personal interviews and particularly en- 
joys teasing the publicity-mongering, middle-aged Auntie (Continued on Page 69) 




Sound Of 
Bounty 


Denise is a speech teacher, 
who tells us that she came 
to New York to be an actress 
and, realizing how crowded that 
profession was, switched to 
teaching voice and diction to her 
many appi-eciative pupils. When 
we asked her for a few useful 
pointers she said, “Most people 
suffer from lip-laziness. They don’t 
use their lips and tongue enough 
when they talk.” 











Denise says she always starts her impUs with a series of 
lip and tongue exercises to improve their tone and diction. 
We asked if she doesn’t ever regret giving up her career as 
an actress. “Not at all," she said. “I love my work and 
my pupils all seem to like me, which is always flattering to 
a teacher.” Looking at you, Denise, it's not hard to under- 
stand your popularity with your pupils. In fact, we might 
just sign up for some speech lessons for ourselves, too. 







Of course, one look at a teacher like 
Denise might make anybody stam- 
mer, at first, just from the shock of 
seeing such unusual beauty in a 
classroom,. But, in any case, her stu- 
dents’ gam is the theater’s loss — 
and we don’t say that with tongue 




THEY 
ITCH f 
WHEN 
WE 
MAKE 
LOVE I 



p 



Stop Eating trnvkors in Hod 




Farmer's 
Daughter- 
New Style 


■ “I’ve always been a country I 
girl," says Hilary, our 2,0-year- ■ 

old farmer’s daughter, “but be- ■ 
lieve it or not, farm life is K^jj 
changing just as rapidly as BHH 
life in the city. Since my father 
didn't have any sons, he expects 
me to take over the operation of 
our farmlands when he gets old, V 
and that means I have to go to the \ 
state agricultural college to learn the 
latest scientific farming methods. I've 
taken courses in biology, chemistry, and 
even economics!” 










“Of course, I’ve also been running farm machinery for quite some time,” our country lass 
continues, “and all that heavy work makes me yearn for a place where I can just feel pretty 
and feminine. So I’ve made my room at home into a kind of retreat — it’s just filled 
with frills and soft colors and all those other things that make a girl feel like a girl. 

I guess no matter how much new-style learning I get, I’ll always be old-fashioned at heart .” ^ 
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When asked about her future, 

Felicia said, “/ want to marry a 
man as handsome as my ancestor was, 
but one who is handy around the house, 
too. Living in a 200-year-oldmo,nsion 
is fun, but it takes a lot of work!” 
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TRAIL 
BIKES 
FOR 
THE 
SPORTSMAN 


With an easy stride, 
reach out and hunt 
where others can’t. 


■ The gray stillness of an early predawn drive 
in search of Mr. Ruffed Grouse was shattered as 
I approached the dirt road leading to my favorite 
hunting territory, an old, abandoned apple orchard. 
Crestfallen, I watched six other hunters blocking 
the road as they marched up the stretch that I 
had come to think of as my own. Of course, owner- 
ship was by association rather than title. Perhaps, 

With today’s double problem of more hunters 
taking to the woods and more land that is suitable 
for harboring game sprouting “POSTED LAND- 
NO TRESPASSING” signs one is forced to seek 
other areas in which to hunt. That brings us, per- 
haps, to the necessity of changing our methods of 
hunting and mode of travel. 

Here is where the use of the trail bike comes in. 
Built for the trail, it opens up new vistas, other- 
wise almost inaccessible, by going where four- 
wheel vehicles can’t go. The hunter arrives ready 


to hunt, faster and less fatigued than if he were 
to cover the same distance on foot. 

The trail bike for the sportsman, be he hunter, 
fisherman, or camper, should contain a power 
unit in the vicinity of 100-cc engine displacement. 
There should also be an easily switchable low- 
gear ratio set up for field and trail, and a high- 

Optional equipment on many machines is the 
automatic clutch, which is very effective for the 
task at hand. Hand brakes come into their own dur- 
ing especially rough going when the bike has to 
be walked up or down steep inclines with finger- 
tip control. Another handy little gadget is a bag- 
gage rack that is wide enough to hold adequate 
loads. 

Mr. Dale B. Naef, Editor of Motor Cycle World 
Magazine, and I have selected the bikes on the 
following page as examples of well-built machines, 
capable of providing you with many enjoyable 
years in the field. 
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Suzette came here from 
Nice, France, only a 
year ago, and already 
she speaks perfect Eng- 
glish. How did she 
achieve this feat? “It 
was easy," she told us. 
“I couldn’t be bothered 
with night-school classes 
— instead, I went to 
English-speaking movies. 

I’ve always loved 
movies, anyway, so 
this was a way to com- 
bine business with plea- 
sure." We observed 
that she must have had 
to sit through many, 
many movies. 
















“Every single 
Saturday, I went 

three, movies,” 
Suzette told us. 
’“It was the per- 
fect way to spend 
my Saturdays, 
and I was learn- 
ing English at 
the same time." 
We had to admit 
her system 
worked. 


“I don’t think I have the trace of a 
French accent now, do you?” she asked. 

With a girl as pretty as Suzette, 
we wouldn’t care if she did. And if 
she needs company on Saturdays, we’re available. 

























JOIN FORCES TO BRING YOU A 
SPECIAL $2 OFFER 
FOR COLLECTORS ONLY 

If you don’t want to see the most beautiful girls in the 
world, don’t take advantage of this unprecedented offer of 
four copies of DUKE and JAGUAR for only $2 plus 25 1 for 
mailing costs. Unavailable anywhere else, these four copies 
are packed with thrilling stories of conquest, highly infor- 
mative articles by experts in their fields, PLUS full color 
fold outs of beautiful girls in the most provocative poses. 

E These four copies of DUKE and JAGUAR originally cost 
§3 and were grabbed up at the newsstands. Now you can 
have this special offer of these collectors items for only $2 
— a saving of $1 to you. Rush the coupon below with $2.25 
in cash or money order and have many happy hours of 
reading. 


JAGUAR PUBLICATIONS, INC., DEPT. 
150 Fifth Ave. 

NewYork, N. Y 10011 



